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Walking into his small bedroom, Duff grinned. It wasn't very often that he got the house to himself these days 
- with so many of them living there, it was often impossible to get time alone. and when he did, he felt lost 
and lonely. But this time was different, he was alone and he knew exactly what he wanted to do. The magazine 
had been left lying on the floor in the lounge room last week - a slightly tattered copy of Rolling Stone. There 
was nothing special about this magazine - only that it had an article about them in it. But then again lots of 
magazines had stories about them at the moment. At the time, he'd just been flicking through to see what it 
was about, but something had stopped him. He'd frozen, staring at the page for a full minute before jumping 
up and running to his bedroom, hiding the magazine under his mattress. He had grinned in triumph. It would be 


saved for another day - it would be saved for the day when he could finally be alone in the house. 


Flopping down on the bed, Duff pulled out the magazine and propped himself up against the wall. Flicking quickly 


to the Guns interview, he sighed. He didnt care what they had written.. it was probably lies anyway. No, what 
caught his interest was a picture of a certain dark-haired rhythm guitarist. The deep brown eyes stared out 
from the page, enticing him. Duff licked his lips. Izzy was wearing his shirt unbuttoned in this picture, exposing 
his smooth, pale chest. As he stared at the soft skin and small, pink nipples Duff's breathing quickened and he 
wished he could touch Izzy's chest, run his fingers down over those nipples. He felt himself grow hard 
imagining the small gasps of pleasure that he could bring from Izzy's lips. 


Running his hand down his own shirtless chest, he wondered how Izzy's skin would feel.. He knew how it felt, all 
smooth and soft, but only in a casual way - the sort of touch you get when you drunkenly throw your arm 
around your mate's bare shoulders. Definitely not the gentle, exploring caress he was imagining now. His own 
skin was still soft, but it lacked the silken quality that the shorter man's had. As his fingers traced over his 
stomach to the edge of the towel he still wore from his shower, he barely hesitated before slipping his hand 
inside. This was what he'd been waiting for after all. 


Duff let his head fall back against the wall as he wrapped his hand around his half-inflated cock, gently 
squeezing. He let out a very soft moan as he started to pump, and felt the hot flesh swell against his palm. 
The other hand kept hold of the magazine as he studied every curve of Izzy's body, imagining wrapping his 
arms around the slim waist as he's wanted to do for so long. He let the towel hang open, giving him 


unrestricted access to his now throbbing cock. 


Making his way to the bathroom, Izzy heard a noise. ‘That's funny,’ he thought, fm sure / was alone.’ being a 
virtual ghost anyway, Izzy didn't exactly creep down the hallway, but still made no sound. As he drew closer, 
he realized the noise was of heavy breathing and the moist sound of.. Oh God.’ lzzy froze on the spot. f that 
the noise of someone. jacking off? The door was open, and Izzy peered in from the shadows of the hallway. He 


suppressed a gasp. 


Duff lay exposed on the bed, one hand wrapped around his cock, the other gripping a now rumpled magazine, 
sweat beading on his forehead as he desperately pumped himself, occasionally reaching down to squeeze his 


balls. As Duff got closer to coming he let out a loud cry, and Izzy jumped as his breath caught in his throat. 


Duff took a deep breath, imagining that the guitarist was the one stroking his cock, that the long calloused 
fingers caressing his balls were not his own The faint smells of worn leather carrying a hint of sweet wine 
tickled his senses, mixing with the comforting scent of cigarettes which constantly filled the house. 


Surprised, Duff briefly congratulated his imagination on conjuring up the familiar scent of Izzy so perfectly. He 
wished Izzy could really be there, that he could nuzzle his face into the other man's neck and drown himself in 
that scent. Eyes closed lazily, he felt the name leave his lips. Just as he would murmur it into his friend's ear.. 
"Ooh Izzy." It's barely a whisper, more a sound breathed out in the heat of the moment as he stroked himself 


closer to release. 


Izzy cocked his head. Did he just hear what he thought he heard? No. Not possible. What was Duff reading 
anyway? He couldn't see the magazine from here, probably Playboy or something. Duff wouldn't be calling his 
name.. would he? He had to be imagining it. Duff probably just moaned. God knows Izzy would be moaning too if 
Duff was treating his cock the same way he was watching him treat his own. Oh god.did I really just think that? 


Fuck - lucky no one can hear me.'|zzy rearranged his footing. 


So close.. Duff could feel the pressure building up in his balls, his vision beginning to blur as his body 
concentrated all his energy on the expected release. Despite his concentration, he heard the sound from the 
hallway.. it was just a soft scraping sound, but it was unlike those of the old house settling. He snapped his 
head around towards the source of the noise and froze, mid-stroke, as he stared at the figure in the doorway. 


The hovering silhouette shifted, surprised at being noticed.. or perhaps surprised to find himself still standing 
there. Pushing a handful of sticky blonde hair out of his eyes, Duff looked again to make sure his mind wasn't 
playing tricks on him. Nope, The slender frame was still in the doorway. 


Suddenly registering that neither his visitor or his own nakedness were products of his imagination and his 
hand was still wrapped around his dick, Duff leapt up off the bed, dropping the magazine and scrambling to 
cover his arousal with his towel. He blinked at the figure in the doorway, face burning as he tried desperately 


to think of a valid excuse. 


Izzy stared back at Duff, too shocked to move. Wondering how the hell he was gonna get himself out of this 
one, Duff slowly took a step closer to Izzy. 


"l, uhh.. um.. sorry ‘bout that man," he mumbled, cheeks flushed pink both from his former excitement and 

current embarrassment. Looking down towards his feet, Duff shifted his weight from one to the other, trying 
to look past the tent-pole threatening to push open his towel. Glancing up shyly at Izzy's face, he noticed the 
other man's cheeks glowing a bright crimson color and was amused to note that even through the guitarist's 


obvious embarrassment, he made no move to leave. 


Despite the intrusion Duff was still hard, and so far his cock showed no sign of surrender... it wanted to be 
touched, and nothing Duff could tell it was going to make it soften, at least not while he was staring into the 
dark abyss of his crush's eyes. Duff was torn.. part of him was completely mortified at being caught with his 
pants down, so to speak, but part of him was mentally undressing his friend, wishing he could run his fingers 
over his flat stomach, lift the hem of Izzy's t-shirt and dip his fingers under the waist band of his jeans... 
‘fuck’ he shook his head a little. 


Risking a glance up through his hair at the man still mostly obscured in shadow, he jumped when he noticed 
that Izzy had moved closer.. Only a step, but still closer. The look in the guitarists eye was strange to Duff, 


not something he'd ever seen before. He worried that Izzy saw the magazine.. or even worse, heard him moan 
as he whispered his friend's name. ‘oh fuck.. oh fuck.. oh fuck.’ Duff flinched away as Izzy took one more step 
forward, his face blank and his eyes unreadable. Duff wondered if he were about to be nursing yet another 
black eye. His bruised cheek bone had only recently recovered from the last bar-fight he'd been in. he'd won, 
of course, but that didn't stop the inury from hurting. 


Izzy stopped, confused. Why was duff moving away from him? Did his name really come from the blonde man's 
lips just now? He tried one more tentative step, keeping his face skillfully void of emotion until he could work 
out where he stood in all this. He stopped as Duff moved backwards again. ‘What the fuck” Duff was acting as 
though he didn't want him in his room, although only a minute ago his eyes told an entirely different story, 
and as Izzy let his eyes travel down the length of Duff's bare torso to the towel still wrapped around his 
waist, his extremely hard cock told Izzy that Duff wanted him to stay. He.. Oh God.’ Izzy stared, 


Duff's erection was winning the battle with the small towel, one edge pulled away from his body enough to 
create a slit at the front. Izzy let his gaze travel up Duff's long legs, to the very top of his thigh, gasping as 
the legs finished and he caught a glimpse of the bassist's balls. Izzy looked away quickly and tried to calm his 
breathing. His own cock was half hard by now, but he tried not to show it. 


Raising his eyebrow at Duff, Izzy decided to try a different approach. He skimmed past the stunned man, 
letting his body brush lightly against Duff's arm as he did so. Duff shivered at the gentle touch, now even 
more confused than ever. Sitting on the bed, Izzy picked up the magazine Duff had recently discarded, the 
scrunched paper meaning it had stayed open to the same page. As he stared, Izzy's heart almost stopped.. in 


fact, he was sure it did.. Duff hadn't been reading Playboy at all. 


ffs.. Flipping it over in his hands, he searched for the title. Rolling Stone???” lz turned back to the page in his 
hands. His own face stared back at him, his own pale chest exposed on the glossy paper. He stopped breathing 
and turned to look at Duff, still standing in the same place he had been only now he faced the bed, face redder 


than lzzy had ever seen it. 


Oh God.. oh fuck.. oh let me die right now.. fuck.’ Duff refused to raise his head as he willed the floor to open 


up and swallow him whole, his dick obviously feeling the same way as it retracted to safer dimensions. 


‘Wow - what the fuck?'|zzy stared in astonishment at the open magazine in his hands. Duff had been.. Duff 
wanted to.. Had Duff ever.? A thousand unanswered questions floated through his muddled brain as he looked 
Duff up and down, from his blonde hair to his pouty lips, smooth chest crossed with strong, toned arms.. then 
he noticed the nervous twisting of the long fingers and snapped his eyes up to concentrate on Duff's facial 


expression. 


The suddenness of the movement alerted Duff to his scrutiny and his eyes flew open as wide as saucers - 


the desire that had been in his eyes now being accompanied by shock and fear. 


"Me?" Izzy heard his own voice, but it sounded foreign and much higher than usual. He felt like he was 
dreaming - his crush on the group's bassist had been growing since the day they all moved in together. Izzy 


enjoyed watching him in the morning - blonde tufts sticking out in all directions as a bleary-eyed Duff would 
try to beat the old coffee machine into co-operation. Then at night, when they would all squish onto the couch 
drunk and laughing, Duff would wrap his endless legs around one unfortunate band member and his arms 
around another, purring as a third stroked his hair - always needing to be touched. He would purr loudest 
when Izzy petted him but Izzy had never thought.. had Duff.. after he'd petted him, when he'd gone to bed. 
had Duff.. had Izzy inspired him to touch himself before? Had the blonde man often thought of him as he 


wrapped his hand around his cock? Had he imagined Izzy's hand in his hair as he pumped himself and moaned.? 
Oh god lz.. get a grp, Izzy scolded himself as he felt his cock twitch and resisted the urge to rub it. 


Duff watched Izzy's slightly changing facial expression with cautious interest, puzzling over what he could be 
thinking 


"lz?" Duff whispered hesitantly, the guitarists silence wearing on his nerves. "Um... | uhh... are you mad? Look, 


Im sorry l.. um.." Duff struggled to find the right words to fill the awkward silence. 


Izzy didn't answer. Instead, he stood up quickly from the bed. Duff flinched, waiting for the pain and the haze 
as Izzy's fist connected with his face, and being in no mood to fight back - as well as refusing to hit the man 
he loved - he closed his eyes. Although the pain never came everything suddenly moved, and Duff found 
himself stumbling backwards a few steps as strong hands connected with his shoulders. 


"Ugph" Duff was momentarily winded as he hit the wall unexpectedly. His knees went weak beneath him as he 
lost his footing and started sliding down the wall. Fortunately, he didn't get very far before strong hands pinned 
his shoulders back against the thin plaster. 


Stepping up close to a shocked Duff, Izzy held him in place the best he could - the bassist wasn't exactly light, 
and his lack of clothes meant there was very little for Izzy to hold on to. At least this position brought the 


taller man's face in line with his own 


Duff let out a squeak and raised his arms between them, palms out towards Izzy, signaling surrender as he 
simultaneously prepared to defend himself. "Iz, lm sorry - don't hit me man.. fuck." Duff paused, trying to 
read the expression in Izzy's eyes. "lz?" He repeated, raising an eyebrow questioningly after receiving no 


response from Izzy for a few seconds. 


Looking into the bassist's eyes, Izzy realized he was scaring him and released one shoulder, bringing the hand 

gently and slowly towards Duff's face. Brushing deliberately over Duff's jaw line with the backs of his fingers, 
Izzy brought one finger towards the slightly trembling lips, tracing over them tenderly. "Sshhh, Im not gonna 

hurt you," Izzy whispered, lips getting close to Duff's ear. Duff blinked at him. Say what??! 


The realization of what Izzy was saying hit him as Izzy pressed his hard cock into his thigh, grinding his hips 
slightly. Duff's eyes flew open as a whimper escaped his throat. A delicious warmth suddenly spread through 
his body and he squirmed and bucked, almost coming against Izzy's leg. 


Feeling Duff's instant erection pressing back against his leg, Izzy gave him a cheeky grin, which Duff happily 
returned. Izzy kept him pinned against the wall, as his fingers teasingly tracing a line from Duff's bent knee up 
his thigh, brushing aside the towel. Izzy's eyes fixed on Duff's face, watching his reaction. Duff shivered and 
buried his face in the silky brown hair. No matter how much Duff moaned, Izzy teasingly avoided his cock, 
brushing past the short curls as his fingertips made their way to Duff's hip. 


"Mmm Duff," Izzy mumbled softly as he brought his hand up from the towel-covered hip to cup Duff's face, 
turning it towards his own and pressing his lips tenderly over the other man's, his tongue flicking gently over 
Duff's full lips. Duff took a second to react, still surprised that Izzy didn't hit him, let alone processing the 
thought that he now had the guitarist's tongue asking to be let inside his mouth! 


With his brain functioning again, Duff parted his lips and kissed Izzy back, hesitantly at first, as he shyly 
wrapped his arms around the slimmer man, pulling him tentatively against himself. He wanted to taste Izzy, to 
feel the guitarists tongue down his throat.. all the things the magazine hadn't been able to satisfy in his 


fantasies. 


Re- arranging his legs underneath him so that he was supporting his own weight, Duff moaned as he felt 
Izzy's tongue exploring the depths of his mouth. A million thoughts raced through Duff's head as he tightened 
his grip on Izzy, kissing his friend harder - more desperately - as his cock pressed undeniably hard against 
Izzy's stomach. For all his dreaming and fantasizing, Duff would never have believed that Iz felt the same way 


about him. 


Breathing in deeply, Duff savored Izzy's personal smell, realizing as the tang of leather filled his nose that he 
hadn't imagined Izzy's scent earlier. Izzy had been standing there longer than Duff had thought. He briefly 
worried how much the guitarist had seen and heard, but decided that since Izzy's lips were currently pressed 
against his own, and Izzy's rock hard cock ground into him, it could only be a good thing. He pushed the thought 


from his mind and nuzzled his face into the other man's neck, drowning himself in the scent. 


With his cock aching, Duff grew desperate to be inside Izzy. Bringing his mouth up to the shorter man's ear, 
he bit gently on the lobe, sending shivers down Izzy's spine. Duff slid his hands down Izzy's body, lifting his t- 
shirt to run his hands over the flat belly, dipping his fingers beneath the waist band of Izzy's jeans. Pulling the 
t-shirt off over Izzy's head, Duff moaned as he remembered the picture of Izzy's smooth, pale chest. The 
picture of course was nothing compared to the real thing that Duff had in front of him, the light flesh 


heaving as Izzy fought to control his breathing. 


One hand gently stroked down Izzy's chest and over his nipples, making the shorter man tremble as Duff 
nibbled and sucked on his neck leaving small red marks, bright against the purity of Izzy's pale skin. Licking and 
nibbling his way down Izzy's chest, Duff ran his tongue over one hard pink nipple, biting it between his teeth 
gently and drawing a gasp from Izzy. Still rolling the bud between his teeth, Duff pinched the other nipple 
briefly as he felt Izzy's finger tips dig firmly into his back, holding him in place. 


Izzy moaned in pleasure as Duff's fingers trailed down his stomach, resting on his belt. Duff wanted Izzy naked. 


In his excited rush, he fumbled with Izzy's belt, unable to quite work out the buckle with his mouth now 
attached to Izzy's other nipple. 


Izzy giggled as he felt Duff struggling, the blonde man's frustration growing. He gently reached past Duff's 
head and moved his hands aside, undoing the troublesome buckle himself. Duff pulled his lips away from Izzy's 
chest and looked down to watch the long, able fingers working on buckles and buttons. Duff let himself stare 
for a second, his mouth slightly open and his breath coming short and ragged - unable to believe that the 
beautiful man who was recently only a part of his wildest fantasies was here.. half naked and about to expose 
himself further. Duff looked up at Izzy with hazy eyes, placing one hand over Izzy's, halting the slim man from 
discarding his jeans. Duff's full lips were parted slightly in anticipation. Izzy whimpered as he caught Duff's eye, 


almost making the blonde's knees collapse underneath him again. 
"Duff... | want you.." Izzy gasped, feeling the other man's hand brush lightly over his cock. 


"Oh God." Izzy moaned, partly in pleasure, but also with slight embarrassment. Despite Duff's obvious 
attraction to him, and the fact that they were both practically naked, hearing his own voice vocalizing his 
desires still sounded.. well, embarrassing. His cheeks flushed light pink, and he looked away. Duff noticed Izzy's 
hesitation, but knew him well enough and took control, knowing from the look on Izzy's face that he still wanted 


this as much as Duff did. 


Pushing himself away from the wall, Duff stood to his full height and wrapped his arms around the shorter 
man, hugging him close. "You're beautiful lz.. so fuckin beautiful," he murmured into the dark hair as he 


maneuvered them closer to the bed. 


Laying Izzy down, he stepped back and slid the guitarists jeans down his legs, discarding them on the floor. Izzy 
moaned at the sudden release of his cock, and Duff drew a sharp breath at the sight - Izzy was much larger 
than he'd ever imagined and the head of his cock glistened with pre-cum, just waiting to be licked away. Duff 

happily obliged. Dropping to his knees beside the bed he licked tentatively at first, waiting to see Izzy's reaction 


at having another man's mouth on him before going any further. 


With his eyes closed on the bed, Izzy gasped and bucked his hips at the unexpected brush of tongue over the 
sensitive tip. Duff took this as a sign he should continue, and wrapped his lips around the swollen head, flicking 
his tongue against the under-side as he applied light suction. Izzy's hands tangled in the blonde hair almost 
immediately, begging Duff to go down further, to take more of him in his mouth. Always eager to please, Duff 
dropped his head, filling his mouth and throat with Izzy. Still moving his tongue seductively, he sucked firmly as 
he slid his mouth back up, flicking Izzy's slit before quickly sliding back down, knocking the end of Izzy's cock on 
the back of his throat as he took him all the way in Izzy yelped and tried not to push forward as spasms 
coursed through his body. 


Sliding a hand over Izzy's balls Duff rubbed first one then the other between his fingers, drawing a gasp from 
the guitarist. Grasping own hard-on he squeezed gently, letting a moan escape his lips, which still wrapped 
firmly around Izzy's erection Izzy yelped in surprise - the vibrations suddenly encasing his cock were like 
nothing he'd ever felt before. Now unable to help himself, Izzy thrust his hips up, almost choking the 


unsuspecting blonde in the process. 


Urged on by Izzy's enthusiasm Duff slid his hand from Izzy's balls down towards his ass, rubbing firmly on 
the extra-sensitive area behind his balls along the way. Izzy gasped at the pressure on this often overlooked 
but extremely erotic area. As Izzy felt the hand come closer to his tight hole he whimpered nervously - not 
quite sure he wanted what Duff was about to give him. 


Duff kept his hand where it was - teasing up and down the crack of Izzy's ass - as he moved his body up, 
letting his chest and his own cock brush across Izzy's throbbing hard-on on his way past. Coming into line with 
Izzy's face he ribbled at the guitarists bottom lip, sucking it into his mouth and running his tongue along its 
length as he continued to stroke Izzy's hole. Eventually Izzy relaxed and sighed against Duff's lips, flicking his 
tongue out to taste the bassist's mouth. 


Slowly beginning to feel more at ease beneath the tall frame Izzy reached up and caressed Duff's back, running 
his fingers down its length to tug at the towel still clinging desperately to his hips. Already being loose, all it 
took was one finger hooked in each side and a gentle pull until Duff was as naked as Izzy. Duff shivered as the 
chilled air suddenly hit his ass and pulled his hips away from the offending cold - straight into Izzy, who was 
more than glad for the pressure and thrust his own hips upwards in response. Duff reached for his 
nightstand, searching for something in its unorganized depths. Finally, he victoriously withdrew a bottle of lube. 
Izzy's eyes widened at the sight of it. 


"Uhhh." before he could voice any concerns though, Duff's hand moved back to his aching shaft, stroking 
firmly as he whispered against his lips "Sshh, 's alright - I'm not gonna hurt you." 


Izzy trusted Duff with his life, so let himself enjoy the feeling of the roughened thumb sweeping over the 


head of his cock once again. 


Propping himself up on one elbow, Duff squeezed some lube out, working it between his fingers to warm the 
icy liquid before once more sliding his hand between Izzy's thighs. The cool, moist feeling was new to Izzy, and 


he squirmed a little as Duff massaged around his tense opening. 


Duff's soft kisses moving over his lips and cheeks soothed him, and Duff took the opportunity to slip one 
finger inside, just the tip to start with. Izzy hissed at the invasion, but felt no pain so quickly went back to 
concentrating on Duff's tongue roaming around his mouth as Duff slowly slid the finger the rest of the way in 
Once it was settled all the way Duff carefully pulled half way out, pushing back against Izzy with a little force. 
Izzy gasped and his hips twitched - there was pain, but not a great deal, the unfamiliar pressure slightly 


uncomfortable but also stimulating - his cock grew even harder. 


Duff watched his friend's face contort in first pain then pure ecstasy as he inserted a second lubed finger. 
The tingling sensation in his stomach rolled down into his groin, and Duff knew that if Izzy continued to make 
those soft gasping noises in his ear he wouldn't be able to hold on very long at all. Speeding up his thrusts 
Duff circled his fingers inside the tight void, ensuring Izzy was properly loosened before attempting to fill him 
with his thick cock. As Izzy thrashed on the mattress, Duff inserted a third finger just to be certain. When 


this finger slipped in easily, bringing no sign of pain to the guitarists features, Duff decided he was ready - 
and not a moment too soon. His own cock was painfully neglected, although he feared the tightness of Izzy's 
virgin ass would prove too much and he would come before he even got all the way in. 


"Oh... oh my fucking God.. fuck," Izzy had never felt anything like it, and couldn't contain his cries any longer as 
he felt the third finger slip inside. There was so much pleasure running through his body - so much pressure 
- he could no longer hold still if he tried. 


Suddenly, there was nothing. He thrust towards the hand again, just to make sure, but all he met was air - 
cold, empty, lonely air. He groaned in protest and tried again - still nothing. Opening one eye slightly he moaned 
in frustration at the blonde man sitting over him - trying to form the words to convey his displeasure at 


being left so rudely. 


"Ugh... Duffffft" he breathed, reaching out and catching the blonde hair. He pulled the offending man down to 
his level and smashed his lips against his friend's, hungrily searching his mouth with his tongue. Duff giggled 
softly against his mouth and pulled back slightly. "| wanna fuck you lz.. uunh.." he moaned as Izzy shifted his 
desperate lips to his neck and sucked hard at the skin, leaving an instant purple bruise "oh God.. Im gonna fuck 
you so hard Iz," he growled into his band mate's ear, shifting quickly to sit between Izzy's legs. 


Grabbing the lube again, he quickly covered his cock in it, muscles twitching at every touch, begging for more. 
Izzy watched in fascination, still breathing heavily as Duff closed his eyes against the overwhelming urge to 
stroke himself.. to rub his hand over the head and spread the pre-cum over himself. Settling the urge, he took 
a deep breath and looked at Izzy, who was still mewing softly as he lay there exposed and rock hard, waiting 
for Duff to do something to him that he never thought would be a reality. Duff lifted Izzy's legs, groaning as 


he took in the wondrous sight of where his erection would soon be buried 
Pressing the wet head of his cock to Izzy's stretched hole, Duff looked him straight in the eyes. 


"You ready?" Izzy nodded slightly. "This might hurt," Duff continued, "but tell me if you want me to stop - I'm 
not gonna hurt you - itll be ok" Izzy was sufficiently reassured and nodded again, massaging Duff's thighs 
with his long fingers, just wanting him to get on with it. 


As the head of Duff's cock began to break through the muscular barrier at his entrance, lzzy cried out - this 


was much larger than Duff's fingers. 


Duff was true to his word and paused, running one hand up and down Izzy's cock as the other massaged his 
inner thighs, relaxing him again, but maintaining a slight pressure on Izzy's ass. As soon as Izzy relaxed enough 
to accommodate him, Duff pushed just the head inside, crying out at the tightness surrounding him. Pausing 
again, he searched Izzy's face. His eyes were closed, and his teeth were clenched. Duff took a deep breath and 
held extremely still, just running his palms over Izzy's stomach, soothing him until the tension eased and he 
opened his eyes again. The dark pools were slightly watery but wide with wonder and he urged Duff to 


continue. 


Holding Izzy's hips, Duff entirely buried himself in one smooth yet deliberate movement, his own eyes squeezed 
shut against the friction He heard Izzy whimper then cry out as a burning sensation ripped through his 
insides, and lay his torso down above the shorter man's, propping himself on his elbows so as not to crush 
him. He knew Izzy was in pain, and he knew he'd promised not to hurt him. His stomach turned at the thought 
that Izzy would believe he had betrayed him. He also knew, however, that the pain would only last a few 
seconds and the pleasure Izzy was about to experience would make it all worth while. 


He brushed Izzy's hair back off of his face. 


"Sshh," he whispered, as he pressed his lips against the throbbing vein in Izzy's temple. "Its gonna be alright.. 
sshh." Izzy whimpered slightly in response, but after a moment the tension visibly lifted from his features and 
his moans changed pitch, this time into ones of need. Duff slowly pulled his hips backwards just an inch before 
pushing them back in again. Izzy gasped and pushed his ass against Duff, wanting more. 


Satisfied that the pain had passed and he wasn't going to do Izzy any damage, Duff pulled out further and 
pushed back in harder, very slowly building up the tempo until he was pulling out almost entirely and slamming 


against Izzy's ass with as much force as he could muster, Izzy pushing back against him as they connected. 


Each time Duff filled him Izzy cried out, not caring how loud he was, simply wrapped up in the intense bliss. 
Duff's grunts matched Izzy's as he expelled every ounce of strength he had in each thrust. He briefly thought 
he was going to break the smaller man beneath him, but whenever he eased off Izzy just whined and thrust 
harder at him, threatening to overturn his balance. 


As Izzy cried out at the top of his lungs, forcing Duff's cock further into his ass, a surprised Duff wondered 
what other traits the normally quiet man kept so well hidden. This thought didn't last long however, and he 


wrapped his hand around Izzy's cock as he felt a familiar pressure creeping up from his own balls. 


"Fuck. Iz... Im gonna.. come," he gasped between ragged breaths as he felt his body begin to tense with pre- 
orgasm shudders. Izzy cried out as though the words had physically caressed him. or maybe it was because 
of Duff's hand stroking his cock.. his voice almost a scream as he urged Duff on. 


Izzy was the first to come, covering Duff's hand and chest with his salty liquid as he lost control of every 
muscle in his body, tensing again and again as his cock pumped itself dry. Duff let out a final strangled yelp as 
the muscles surrounding his cock threatened to crush him, coming with such force his vision went white and 
he thought he was going to pass out on top of Izzy. As his muscles turned to jelly Duff collapsed onto Izzy 
chest - still conscious but unable to find the strength to move, he let himself be carried up and down by 
Izzy's heaving breaths. 


Eventually, Duff found the strength to roll off of Izzy and collapse next to him on the mattress, dripping in 
sweat and still trying to slow his pounding heart. 


"Well, that wasn't exactly what | expected to happen," he laughed, looking at the equally exhausted man lying 
next to him. Izzy returned the laugh and turned his head toward Duff. 


"Me neither, man - all | was doing was going to the fucking bathroom - at least you had some idea you were 
gonna get of fll" he chuckled, motioning towards the discarded magazine as Duff's flushed cheeks tried to blush. 


